The Ear 


(a poem) 


It sits attatched 
to your head 
it gets pressed 
upon your bed 

A little cup 
to catch sound 
with a lobe 
soft and round. 

Fashioned as 
a sonar device 
it lets you hear 
isn't that nice? 

A train's horn 
a bird's chirp 
the howling wind 
a loud burp 



These are sounds 
that you can hear 
thanks to the organ 
we call the ear. 

And even when 
your hearing is gone 
ears help you keep 
your glasses on. 
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